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We dipped down into a very narrow valley, choked
with olive trees, and I was told that we were passing
along the Robber's Valley, the main pass through the
mountains between Jerusalem and Nablus; the road
which has been used for thousands of years, and by
which the Master must have often tramped, grateful
for the shadow cast in the hot afternoons by the
mountains to the west.
But I am missing that talk I had with the Jewish
farmer. He was, so he told me, the son of a man who
had come to Palestine from Russia in the last years
of the nineteenth century. They had settled down in
various places, with very little money, and no know-
ledge of agriculture, and started farming settlements.
This had been made financially possible by the
generosity of Baron Rothschild, and physically possible
by the self-sacrificing heroism of the men and women
who had come to rehabilitate themselves in the land
of their forefathers.
Their hardships had been terrible, their sufferings
intense. They were unaccustomed to hard manual
labour, and the toil required on the broken, rocky or
marshy land allotted to them by the Turkish authori-
ties had been of the most savage. One little tale may
show what they endured. I had noticed the large and
prosperous colony of Hedera on the coast near
Caesarea as I flew north to Haifa, and my new friend
told me the tale of how it had been formed.
Hedera was a place of the deadliest diseases, a
multitude of choked streams, stagnant pools and
quaking marshes then formed ideal breeding-grounds
for swarms of anopheles, mosquitoes, and other insects,